T,OUes i iUp'ii 

Hereby vpon the edge of yonder CoppicCj 

A Stand where you may make tnefaireft fhootc, 

1 thanke my bcautic, ! am faire that fhootc, 
And'thcrcupon thou fpcak’ti the faireli fiiootc. 

Pardon me Madam/or. I meant not io. 

P«. What, what ? FitR praife mc,ard-then again fay no* 

O fro'tt lin’d pridc.Not faiic ? alackc for woe. 
for. Yes Madam faire. 

Nay, ncuer paint me now, 

Where faire is not,piaifc cannot mend.chcbrow. 

Here (good my glalle) take this for telling true; 

FairepaimentforfoulcwordSjis more ihendue. ^ 

J’or. Nothing bjit faire is that which you inherit. 

Scc'jfee my beautic will be^fau’d by merir. 

O hcrefie in faire, fit for thefc day es, 

A gining hand, thoogir foule, (hall haue faire ptaiie. 

But come, the Bow : Now Mercy gocsto kill. 

And (hooting well, is then accounted ill s 
Thus will I fane my credit in the fhootc, 

Not wounding, pictie would not let me do'ts 
If wounding, then it was to ihew^my skill, •'•i' 

That more for prailCj thenpurpple meant to kill. 

And out of cjueftion,fo it is {ometifhes. 

Glorie growes guilcie of detefted crimes, 

When for Fames fake, for prayfe an outward-part, 

We bend to that theworkiogof the heart. 

As 1 for praife alone now fecke to fpill _ 

The poore Deeres blood, that my heart meanesno ilt' 

Boj, Do not curftwiues hold thatfclfc-fouetaigmie 
Onc!y for praife fake,\vhcn they llriueto be 

Lords ore^heir Lords ? a- j 

Onely for praife, and praife we naay anoro. 

To any Lady that fubdues a Lord. 

E-iter . 


Eoj, Here comes a rneraber of thccoinmon-wcalth. 

Clo. Gad dig.you-dcn all, pray you which is the head L y 

<i>«.Thou (halt know her fellow, by the reft that hauf no iieat, . 

'^V4;,,Whic.hisxhegrcatcftLady,^thfihighefV^ ^ 




Tim. 


The thickefi . and the tallcft. . 
fh. The tbickcft,& the tailed : it is fo , truth is truth* 

And your waflc Miflris,-were as (lender ar my wit, 

One a thefc Maidesgirdlesfor yourwaftc (houldbc fit* 

Arc not youthechiefc woman?You arc the tbicksft herc? 

Qu. What’s your will fir ? What’s your will ? 

Clo. I hauc a Letter from Uom^at Berowne, 

To oncLadyAt)/*t/<W. r- j c * 

O thy letter, thy IcttersHe’s a good mend of mine. . 

Stand a fide good bearer. 

Boyet, you can caruc, 

Breakevp this Capon. • 

Bo yet. lamboundtoferue. 

This Letter is roiftookc : it importethnotle hercs . 

It is writ to layuenetta; 

We willrcadc it, I fweare. 

Brcake thenecke oftfae Waxe,and eucry one giue care. 

' Royet readesi 

B y heauen, that thou art faire, is mod infallible: true that thou 
art beauteous, truth it felfe that thou art loucly ; more fair- 
er then faire, bcautifull then beauteous * truer then truth it felfe; 
hauccomifcration on thyhcroicallVafiall .The magnanimous- 
& inodilludrious Kiag Cophetfta fet cic vpon thepernicious & 
indubitate Beggar Zeneloyhenivad he it was, that might rightly > 
lay, vidh, Which to annothanize in the vulgar , O 
bafeand obfcurcvulgar ; videlicet ^Hc came,Sce,and cuercame; 
he came one j fee two ; ouercame three ; Who cameJthc King. 
Why did he come? to fee. Why did he fee ? to oucrcomc. To 
whom came he? to the Beggar* V/haefawhe i the Beggir.Who 
ouercame- he. ? thcBeggir,. The conclufion is viftoeie; on 
whofc fidc?thc KingSitbe captiuitie is inricht;On wbcfefidefthe - 
Beggars. The cataflrophe is a Nuptialhon whcfc-fide? the King:-; 
no, o.n both in one, or one in both, jfam the King (for fo Hands 
the compatifon)ihouthe Beggar,fQrfowitnc(rcth thy lowlincs. 
Shi’d I commend thy loue / I may. Shall I cnforcethv louc.? I 


could. Shal I efureatechy loucil will. What, (halrthou cxchangL 
• fotraggcs,roabcs ; for tiitlcs titles.- forthy felfe tncc.Thus ex-*- 
pcaing thy reply, I prophanc tny lips on thy foote.my eyes on 
uiy.p and my hcarc ob thy cucry pare*. 
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